BIRDS    OF   PARADISE

OUR first ramble on shore was attended with
but little success. We searched in vain in one
of the lesser bays for a patch of beach on which to
disembark, but the mangroves, which in these
regions obliterate utterly all boundary between sea
and land, met us at every turn, and ultimately,
scrambling over their slimy roots and struggling up
to our knees in the liquid ooze, we had to reach
terra firma as best we could. The land rose steeply
from the sea, and the jungle, dripping wet from the
heavy rain which we had almost constantly experi-
enced since our arrival in New Guinea, rendered our
progress anything but comfortable. Forest rambles
such as these, it must be confessed, are somewhat
trying to the temper. Wet through with perspira-
tion, each yard makes the already streaming travel-
ler, if possible, still wetter, for every leaf encoun-
tered pours a little bucket of water upon him as he
struggles through the mass of creepers that bar his
path. Shooting and walking cannot be combined
under such conditions, and almost the only method
for the naturalist to obtain specimens is to post him-
self under some tree in fruit, and to wait patiently
until the birds that are feeding upon its summit
happen to come within range of his gun.
We returned rather disappointed to the yacht, and
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